288            INDEX OF FIRST LINES

I sent you a message, my friens, t' other day, 2, 802.

I spose you recollect thet I explained my g-ennle views, 2, 134.

I spose you wonder ware I he; I can't tell, fer the soul o' me,

2, 117.

I swam with undulation soft, 3, 266.

I thank ye, my Men's, for the -warmth o' your greetin', 2, 318.
I thought our love at full, but I did err : 1, 72.
I treasure in secret some long, fine hair, 3, 211.
I, walking- the familiar street, 4, 159.
I was with thee in Heaven : I cannot tell, 4, 183.
I watched a moorland torrent run, 4, 202.
I went to seek for Christ, 1, 176.
1 would more natures were like thine, 1, 29.
I wonld not haVe this perfect love of ours, 1, 58.
If he he a nobler lover, take him, 4, 277.
If I let fall a word of bitter mirth, 4, 64.
If I were the rose at your window, 4, 261.
In a small chamber, friendless and unseen, 1, 282.
In good old times, which means, you know, 4, 279.
In his tower sat the poet, 1, 46.
In life's small things he resolute and great, 4, 259.
In the old days of awe and keen-eyed wonder, 1, 32,
In town I hear, scarce wakened yet, 4, 178.
In vain we call old notions fudge, 4, 262.
Into the sunshine, 1, 30.
It is a mere wild rosebud, 1, 119.
It don't seem hardly right, John, 2, 266.
It mounts athwart the windy hill, 3, 287.
It was past the hour of trysting, 1, 212.
It's some consid'ble of a spell sence I hain't writ no letters, 2;

222.

Leaves fit to have been poor Juliet's cradle-rhyme, 4, 136.

Let others wonder what fair face, 4, 275.

Light of triumph in her eyes, 4, 193.

Look on who will in apathy, and stifle they who can, 1, 222.

Looms there the New Land, 3, 225.

Maiden, when such a soul as thine is born, 1, 61.
Mary, since first I knew thee, to this hour, 1, 68.
Men say the sullen instrument, 3, 285.